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Valuable Premiums for Friends 


of ‘*Tabernacle and Purgatory” who secure new sub- 
scriptions. Interest a few of your friends in our periodical 
and obtain one of these devotional articles. 


New subscriptions paid in advance entitle you to the following: 


2 new subscriptions: a picture of the Sacred Heart; or of the 
Blessed Virgin. 


3 new subscriptions: the ‘‘Golden Book’’ in excellent type, 
black binding, red edges. 


5 new subscriptions: the ‘“Golden Book’’ leather binding, gilt 
edges; or a gold-chain rosary, 5-year 
guarantee. 


8 new subscriptions: Oe hpeening book ‘‘Father Paul of 
Moll.’’ 


10 new subscriptions: a gold-chain rosary, 10-year guarantee. 


The “Golden Book” especially is a most desirable premium as a more 
beautiful book in honor of the Blessed Virgin can not be found. 


Let us not forget that whenever we help to spread love and 
devotion to the Most Blessed Sacrament, we perform a good work - 
very pleasing to God. A kind word, a recommendation, a little 
inconvenience is often sufficient to secure among our friends or 
relatives some new subscribers. Please help us to increase the 
number on our subscription list to 50,000 for the year 1917. 


eseoteoset® 


SIGNATURES. 


We have frequently received letters without full address or 
signature. Often the post office stamp is illegible which leaves 
us in doubt even as to the whereabouts of the writer. REMEMBER 
we cannot give credit to your subscription nor cancel your name 
from our list without having your full name and address. If you 
change your place of residence do not fail to send both OLD and 
NEW address. 


We must warn our kind readers about sending money in coins 
or bills placed loose in letters, as it is altogether unsafe. Many 
complaints have come to us recently from persons who sent their 
subscriptions to ““Tabernacle and Purgatory,” stating they received 
no acknowledgment of the remittance. Frequently neither the letters 
nor money reach us, which shows that these letters must have been 
stolen. Whenever possible, send remittances by registered letter, 
P. O. Money Order, Check or Draft. 


A Money Order can easily be procured from your postmaster. The fee 
is only a few cents. 


“Tabernacle and Purgatory,” Clyde, Mo. 




















Happy Mother! 


Happy Babe! 
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OD’S CHOICEST BLESSINGS during the course 
of the New Year to our esteemed subscribers to 
“Tabernacle and Purgatory.”” We ask the Heav- 
enly Mother to grant you her special protection, to 

preserve in you the holy joy of this graceful season, and 

trust the ensuing year will be one replete with spiritual 
and temporal blessings. 

Accept our sincere thanks for the interest you have 
manifested in our good work during the past, and we 
beg your active cooperation in the future. By circulating 
our magazine you will bestow great spiritual benefits on 
many a soul, for its aim is to enkindle love for the Most 
Blessed Sacrament, to foster child-like devotion towards 
the Mother of God and to encourage practical charity for 
the souls in purgatory. What untold good would result 
if every reader would secure but one new subscription ! 
And the Silent Dweller in the tabernacle will assuredly 
not fail to recompense those who strive to promote His 
honor and glory. 
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The Adoration of the Magi. 


From the Revelations of Anna Katherine Emmerich. 





q CCORDING to the revelations of the servant of God, 

ia; Anna Katherine Emmerich, the names of the three 
holy kings were Mensor, Sair and Theokeno. The 
tribe of Mensor was of a pleasing brownish com- 

sxeuas) plexion, the tribe of Sair brown, and that of Theo- 
keno of a clear yellow. Each of the kings was accompanied by 
slaves, but I noticed that all these servants were of a shining 
black color. The distinguished personages were mounted on 
camels, their attendants, however, rode on smaller beasts about 
the size of horses. 

Mensor was a Chaldean. After the death of Christ he was 
baptized by St. Thomas and called “Leander.” Sair, whose 
complexion was brown, had thick red lips. He received the 
baptism of desire as he had died before our Lord went into the 
land of the kings. Theokeno, a Median, was the richest of the 
three. He was also baptized by the apostle St. Thomas, and 
received the name of “Leo.” The names Caspar, Melchior and 
Balthasar were given to the kings because these names partic- 
ularly suited each one’s disposition. Caspar signifies, “he goes 
lovingly;” Melchior, “he approaches gently;” Balthasar, “he quickly 
makes his will coincide with the will of God.” 

When at the birth of Christ, they had the vision of the star, 
Mensor and Sair were together. With their retinue they started 
on the journey the following day; while Theokeno who had had 
a similar vision at home, joined them with great haste. Their 
journey comprised 700 hours, but owing to the great speed of 
their beasts, they traversed the distance in thirty-three days, often 
traveling day and night without interruption. At times the com- 
pany proceeded more slowly, and then all united in song; it was 
most touching to hear their plaintive melodies resound through 
the stillness of the night. The star that directed them was a 
large, round ball. 





Arrival at Jerusalem. 


When the kings and their caraven arrived at Jerusalem, the 
Star disappeared. This caused them great anxiety. They ex- 
plained to the people the object of their coming; they spoke of 
the star and the Child, but no one seemed to have any knowledge 
of either. Some said there had been talk about a child being 
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born at Bethlehem, but there was evidently no truth in this 
report as the rumor concerned only a simple and ignorant 
family. Others ridiculed them; the kings themselves were very 
sad and disheartened. They prayed, and received again new 
courage, then said to one another, “He who so quickly brought 
us hither by means of the star will also guide us home safely.” 

Herod’s palace was not far distant, and I saw persons come 
from the palace and conduct Theokeno, the eldest of the kings, 
back with them. He spoke with one of the courtiers who 
related everything to Herod. Upon receiving this intelligence, 
the latter acted like one insane and demanded that. the three 
kings be brought to him the following morning. When Theokeno 
returned to his companions, the kings became very sad and did 
not sleep as the people did not speak kindly of Herod.X They 
were of the opinion that Herod knew all, but did not wish to 
disclose the truth to them. In their anxiety they watched con- 
tinually for the star. 

Meanwhile, Herod, greatly agitated and perplexed, sent ser- 
vants to the temple. I saw priests, scribes and elders of the Jews 
return to him with rolls of manuscripts. There were at least 
twenty of them. The scribes dissuaded Herod from attaching any 
importance to what the kings had said, that these tribes always 
have all kinds of imaginations about stars; but some scribes 
declared that the prophecy speaks “of Bethlehem, Ephratah.” 

The next morning at day-break, the three kings were con- 
ducted into the presence of Herod. Herod felt much alarmed 
but concealed his agitation. Mensor related the vision they had 
had when the star appeared to them. They beheld a virgin, he 
said, and before her lay a child, and they had seen the kings of 
the whole world come, bow down and adore that child, for He 
was to rule a kingdom which should conquer every other king- 
dom. Herod advised them to go to Bethlehem without delay, 
but without attracting notice, and when they had found the child 
to return to him with the information, that he also might go to 
adore it. I saw the kings leave the palace and set out immediately. 

The remarkable events connected with the birth of Christ 
had been noised abroad by the shepherds, and had in time 
reached Herod’s ears, who ordered secret inquiries to be made 
at B-thlehem. The spies had been cautioned not to attract 
notice, and as they found only Joseph, the poor carpenter, they 
reported that the rumors amounted to nothing, that only a poor 
family was in the cave, and the whole affair not worthy of 
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mention. But now the grand cortege of the kings suddenly 
appeared, and they inquired in such a definite and positive 
manner about the star and the new-born king of the Jews that 
Herod could scrrcely conceal his anxiety and bewilderment. 

Outside of Jerusalem the three holy kings again saw the 
Star. Its appearance made them very happy and they proceeded 
on their way singing joyfully. The star, which at night time 
was like a ball of fire, now resembled the moon by day and it 
was often hidden by clouds. It did not conduct the kings directly 
to Bethlehem but more toward the west. The principal road 
between Bethlehem and Jerusalem was alive with travelers, with 
their baggage and mules; but the road taken by the kings was 
very quiet. Possibly the star had thus guided them that they 
might escape notice and should not reach Bethlehem before 
evening. 

It was twilight when they arrived at the gate of Bethlehem; 
the star had vanished out of their sight. For a long time they 
were troubled and undecided, till I saw a light rise in the heavens 
on the farther side of Bethlehem, in the region of the crib. It 
was a shimmer as when the moon goes up. I saw that the travelers 
remounted and went around Bethlehem on the south side. 


Arrival of the Kings at the Crib-Grotto. 


The Blessed Virgin had an apparition of the approach of 
the three holy kings and she mentioned it to St. Joseph, also to 
St. Elizabeth who at the time was visiting her in the crib-grotto. 
During the day St. Joseph brought various things from Bethle- 
hem, fruit, honey and herbs. I also saw that he cleared out the 
cave to a great extent so that it was much more spacious. 

When the caraven of the kings had descended into the 
valley_near the grotto, they dismounted and prepared to pitch 
their tents for the night. Just then they saw the star above the 
grotto and in it they distinélly beheld a Child. The star shone 
directly over the crib and its luminous rays pointed vertically 
down upon the manger. The Magi uncovered their heads as 
they perceived that the star was becoming larger and larger, 
appearing to come nearer and lower. Soon they were filled with 
indescribable joy, and looked for the entrance to the grotto. 
Mensor opened the door and saw the grotto brilliant with light; 
Mary and the Child sitting just like the Virgin they had always 
seen in the apparition of the star. The king withdrew and told 
the two others, then all three went to the entrance. I saw that 
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Joseph and an old shepherd came out from the grotto and spoke 
to them very kindly. In all simplicity they told him they had 
come to adore and to bring gifts to the new-born King of the 
Jews whose star they had seen. Joseph humbly bade them wel- 
come. They then withdrew to prepare for their ceremonies. 


Homage of the Holy Kings. ° 


At first two youths of Mensor’s train passed through the 
door and spread carpets over the entire space to the crib. There- 
upon Mensor with four escorts entered. They had taken off their 
sandals. Two servants followed carrying gifts, and Mensor on 
bended knees placed his offering before Mary. The other kings 
and their attendants arranged themselves at the entrance to the 
crib-grotto. 

I saw the grotto filled with heavenly light. When Mensor 
entered, Mary was sitting, veiled, the Child was lying on her lap, 
while she supported Its head with her hand. The Divine Infant’s 
hands were folded on Its breast as though in prayer; It was 
wonderously lovely and luminous. Mensor knelt down before 
Mary, crossed his hands on his bosom and uttered devout words 
while presenting his offering. His escorts stood behind him with 
heads deeply bowed. For his gift, Mensor humbly placed a 
handful of thick gold sticks beside the Child on Mary’s lap. The 
Blessed Virgin accepted them lovingly and humbly covered them 
with a fold of her mantle. Mensor gave gold because his heart 
burned with love, and with unshaken fidelity and great effort he 
had ever sought for salvation. Co 

After the first king and his retinue had withdrawn, Sair and 
his four escorts entered and knelt down. He carried a golden 
vessel containing small, greenish kernels of incense. He offered 
incense because he followed the will of God lovingly, willingly 
and reverently. Sair knelt before the Divine Child a long time. 

Next, Theokeno, the eldest approached. Owing to his ad- 
vanced age and corpulency, he could not kneel, but bowed 
deeply and placed a golden tray of fine green herbs upon the 
table. His gift was myrrh. Myrrh signifies mortification and 
vanquished passions, for Theokeno had conquered severe tempta- 
tions to idolatry and polygamy. He remained for a long time 
before the Infant Jesus. 

The speeches of the kings and their attendants were exceed- 
ingly childhke and were uttered in transports of love. They 
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began thus: “We have seen His star and believe that He is the 
King of all kings. We come to adore Him and to bring Him 
gifts.” With joyful tears and tender entreaties they commended 
themselves to the Infant Jesus with all that was dear to them, 
their country, their people, their possessions and everything they 
valued in this world. They implored the Infant Savior to accept 
their hearts, their souls, all their thoughts and actions; they 
begged that He would enlighten them, grant them every virtue 
and peace, charity and happiness. Their glowing love and hu- 
mility is indescribable and tears of joy flowed down their cheeks 
and over the beard of the eldest. Enraptured, they felt as though 
they had been really transported into the star which they had 
so eagerly looked for, for which their ancestors had so sincerely 
desired. The joy they experienced is inconceivable, and I was 
aware that in them was being fulfilled a prophecy many centuries 


ll 
/\. Joy of the Blessed Virgin and of St. Joseph. 


Mary and Joseph also wept and were more joyful than I had 
ever seen them. The honor and homage accorded to their 
Child — the Savior, whose sublime dignity lay concealed in the 
silent humility of their hearts and whom they were obliged to 
shelter in such poverty, afforded them boundless pleasure. Ah, 
they, too, adored Him;. the recognition of His honor filled them 
with happiness. 

The Mother of God accepted every gift humbly and grate- 
fully; she did not speak, a gesture made beneath her veil ex- 
pressed all. Before the kings departed, however, she addressed 
a few kind words to each and while speaking, turned back her 
veil a little. 

The kings now came forth from the grotto and their servants 
also went to the crib. Led by one of superior rank, five at a 
time approached and knelt down before Mary and the Child 
and prayed in silence. Lastly came the boys who wore short 
mantles. In all there were about thirty persons. 

When all had left the cave the three kings entered together, 
this time carrying censers and incense. They incensed the 
Child, Mary and Joseph and the entire grotto. This was one 
kind of their veneration. Afterwards I saw that Joseph brought 
in small plates containing fruit, bread and honeycomb, and 
sitting down ate with the three kings. He was so happy, and not 
at all bashful and wept for joy. 
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Second Day of the Kings at the Crib. 


The following day all visited the crib-grotto as on the previous 
day. Towards evening | saw them take leave. Mensor at first 
went in alone and the Blessed Virgin placed the Divine Infant 
in his arms. He wept much and was radiant with joy. The 
others bringing more gifts also came and bade farewell. All wept 
when they bade the Child and Mary farewell, and I saw the 
Blessed Virgin standing beside them as they took leave. The 
manner in which she accepted the gifts was most humble and 
touching, and though she showed no pleasure on account of the 
valuable articles received, she was truly grateful toward the giver. 
I saw no emotions of self-interest in her soul at this wonderful 
visit, though naturally her affection for the Infant Savior and her 
compassion for St. Joseph might have prompted her to think that 
now they could have better protection and they would not meet 
with such contemptuous treatment as when they had arrived. 
Mary had been greatly grieved because of Joseph’s sorrow and 
humiliation. 

Meantime, I know not whether by the secret orders of Herod 
or from personal zeal for their office, the authorities in Bethlehem 
had resolved to seize the kings and to accuse them before Herod 
as disturbers of the peace. During the night, however, an angel 
appeared to the kings in their sleep and charged them to set out 
on their journey at once and hurry away by a different road. 

In an incredibly short time the tents were folded and the 
caraven left quietly without any baggage while the kings were 
Still at the crib weeping and bidding farewell, the attendants, in 
separate divisions hastened southward on different roads through 
the desert of Engaddi along the Dead Sea. The kings entreated 
the Holy Family to flee with them and begged Mary to conceal 
herself in order that she might not suffer any annoyance on their 
account. The Blessed Virgin presented them with her large veil 
which she took from her head and in which she had been wrap- 
ping the Infant Jesus when she carried Him. Once more each 
of the kings took the Divine Child in his arms, wept and spoke 
tenderly and presented their light silk mantles to Mary. Then 
they mounted their camels and sped away. 

I saw the angel with them out in the field. He directed 
them which road they should travel. Every king kept about a 
quarter of an hour distant from the other and suddenly all had 
disappeared. Later, they all met in a small city. The angel 
always preceded them, and sometimes spoke with them. 
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Your Christmas Gift. 





ou have become young again at Christmas. Your 

soul has spread its pinions, and as in the days of 
happy childhood, it has flown away to Bethlehem. 
A Strange homesickness for the crib of Bethlehem 
so easily steals over us at Christmas, as if we had 
— — the years of innocent youth. It is not so much the 
city of Bethlehem that we long for, but rather that happy, inno- 
cent faith with which as children we prayed to the Divine Infant 
in the crib. Yet, in reality, what could be more touching, what 
more affecting to the heart of a Christian, than if at Christmas 
he were permitted to be really present at the place, where in 
ages passed, the Son of God was born into this world. 

The renowned doctor of the Church, St. Jerome, enjoyed this 
privilege not only once, but many times. The last thirty-five 
years of his life which were devoted to prayer and theological 
Studies, were spent in Bethlehem, near the very spot where the 
crib had stood. He himself relates that when contemplating the 
holy place, he frequently held childlike discourse with the Infant 
Jesus who had there lain in the manger. Once he said to the 
Divine Child, “Ah, dear Lord, what a hard bed was Thine, how 
Thou didst shiver for my salvation! How can I repay Thee?” 

The Heavenly Babe replied, “Dear Jerome, I ask nothing 
of you; only sing: Glory to God in the highest! Once for your 
sake | shall become still more needy — in the Garden of Olives 
and on the Cross.” 


“I Must Give Thee Something, Dearest Child.” 


“I must give Thee something, dearest Child,” the saint con- 
tinued, “I will give Thee all my possessions.” 

“Ah, heaven and earth are Mine,” replied the Infant Savior, 
“give your money to the poor; I| will consider this as if it were 
given to Me.” 

“Willingly, I promise to do this, my dear Jesus,” said Jerome, 
“but | must give Thee something personal or my heart will 
break.” 

The Divine Child responded, “Since you are so anxious to 
present Me with something, | will tell you what to offer. Give 
Me your sins, the tortures of your conscience and your condem- 
nation.” 

“What wilt Thou do with these?” asked Jerome amazed. 
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“I will bear away your sins on my shoulders,” replied the 
Infant Jesus, “your grieved conscience | will rejoice, and your 
condemnation | will avert.” 

Jerome then burst into tears and exclaimed, “Ah, Divine 
Infant, dearest Child, how Thou hast touched my heart! I sup- 
posed Thou wouldst ask for something good, but Thou wilt have 
all that is evil in me. Accept then what is mine, and give me 
what is Thine. Thus will I be aided to life eternal.” 


The Same Christmas Gift. 


The same Christmas gift the Divine Child desires from us: 
Our sins. In grief and sorrow we should detach ourselves from 
sin and evil; and He will bear them away to the cross, there to 
offer His bitter sufferings in full atonement. “Behold the Lamb 
of God who taketh away the sins of the world!” exclaimed St. 
. John the Baptist, pointing to Jesus. And on this holy feast the 
Eternal Father addresses the same words to us, as with Divine 
complacency He regards His beloved Son in the lowly manger: 
“Behold your Redeemer!” 

Our sins have compelled the Infant Savior to descend from 
heaven to earth; our sins have led Him to the hard manger in 
the cold stable. On account of our sins, His sorrowing parents 
must soon flee with Him from the jealousy of Herod and jour- 
ney into a strange land. When the Divine Child has grown to 
manhood, He will walk until He is foot-sore and weary; He will 
be the Good Shepherd who goes in search of the lost sheep and 
bears us home on His shoulders. Soon in the darkness of night 
He will repair to Mount Olives, He will become sorrowful unto 
death and sweat blood — for our sins. The cross so heavy and 
so hard He will drag to Calvary, and finally He will deliver 
Himself to the executioners, will be nailed to the cross and 
die — for our sins! Then shall we be freed from our great debt, 
freed from the fear and torture of conscience. Then shall we 
taste that peace announced by the angels when on Christmas 
night they joyfully sang, “Peace on earth to men of good will.” 

Behold, this is the signification of the words spoken to St. 
Jerome by the Christ-Child: “Give Me your sins!” If you were 
to meet the Infant Jesus and were to hear from His Divine lips 
words similar to those addressed to the holy Doctor, how would 
you feel? Would you not weep over your sins and firmly resolve 
to’ amend your evil ways? 

In spirit approach the crib. Gaze upon the Divine Child 
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Who welcomes you with a sweet smile as He lies there on the 
rough and comfortless straw. Then step near to the altar where 
like the star over the stable of Bethlehem, the sanctuary lamp 
brightly twinkles. Now you are very close to the Heavenly 
Babe, real and living. If you hearken, you will hear a pleading 
voice from the tabernacle, “Come, My poor creature, thou art 
carrying such a heavy burden of sins, give them to Me! There 
is the confessional, there is the communion rail— there I will give 
thee in exchange for thy sins My peace, and Myself.” 


Qo DOO OS 


CHRISTMAS NIGHT. 





At last Thou art come, little Savior! 
And Thine angels fill midnight with song; 
Thou art come to us, gentle Creator! 

Whom Thy creatures have sighed for so long. 


Thou art come to Thy beautiful Mother; 
She hath looked on Thy marvelous Face; 

Thou art come to us, Maker of Mary! 
And she was Thy channel of grace. 


Thou hast brought with Thee plentiful pardon, 
And our souls overflow with delight; 

Our hearts are half broken, dear Jesus, 
With the joy of this wonderful night! 


We have waited so long for Thee, Savior! 
Thou art come to us, deare&t, at last! 
Oh, bless Thee, dear Joy of Thy Mother, 
This is worth all the wearisome past! 


Thou art come, Thou art come, Child of Mary! 
Yet we hardly believe Thou art come; 

It seems such a wonder to have Thee, 
New Brother! with us in our home. 


Thou wilt Stay with us, Master and Maker! 
Thou wilt Stay with us now evermore: 
We will play with Thee, beautiful Brother! 

On Eternity’s jubilant shore. — Faber. 
































iS Se a ee 
THE BABE OF BETHLEHEM. 


A tiny Babe, a breath of God, And now, as in those Bethlehem days, 
Lay at His Mother’s knee, That tiny Babe draws near, 
And lo! the heavens were rent in twain That sanétuary lamp, the star 


By songs of jubilee. That whispers: ‘‘He is here!’’ 
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The Graces and Merits of Which You Deprive 
Yourself by Omitting One Communion 
through Your Own Fault. 





>! 


tS OF | E cannot calculate the effect of one Communion 
~ Wy: less in the life of a Christian,” says Lacordaire. 
\ Pia, By voluntarily omitting one Holy Communion, 
you incur the loss of an inestimable number of 
graces. 

I. You deprive yourself of the visit of Jesus Himself, of the 
honor and the graces that would be bestowed on your soul by 
His coming with all His perfections, human and divine; of that 
intimate union with our Lord which He desires to effect by Holy 
Communion. “He that eateth My flesh and drinketh My blood, 
abideth in Me and I in him” (John vi. 57). 

Il. You deprive yourself of an increase in sanétifying grace 
which renders the soul more holy and pleasing to God and of 
the strength of its special preservation. Jesus Christ comes to 
impart His life to your soul, to nourish its supernatural life. “As 
the living Father hath sent Me, and I live by the Father, so he 
that eateth Me, the same shall also live by Me” (John vi. 58). 

Ill. You deprive yourself of the be&t opportunity to obtain 
the remission of your venial sins which would be effected did 
you approach the holy table with a contrite heart. “We receive 
this daily bread as a remedy for our weaknesses,” says St. 


Ambrose... 
IV. You deprive yourself of a powerful remedy which would 


weaken your evil inclinations, put the evil spirits to flight, and 
Strengthen you against relapse into sin. According to the Council 
of Trent, Holy Communion is a Divine antidote which not only 
cleanses the soul from venial sins, but preserves her from mortal 
sin. 





5 » Pi 


V..- You deprive yourself of the total or partial remission 
of the temporal punishment due to sin, which must be expiated 
either in this life or in purgatory. This is effected indirectly by 
the acts of love made at Holy Communion, which become more 
efficacious according to the fervor of one’s devotion in his prep- 
aration and thanksgiving. 

VI. You deprive yourself of the sacramental grace which 
enlightens the understanding, strengthens the will and increases 
our love; of the graces necessary to fulfill the duties of one’s 
State of life more perfectly, to advance in virtue and prove 
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victorious in the combat against interior and exterior enemies. 
Holy Communion is a powerful means to the soul to become 
virtuous and holy. 

VII. You forfeit a special spiritual sweetness which would 
be imparted to your soul, provided no willful distradiions or 
other obstacles were placed in the way. This sweetness consists, 
according to St. Alphonsus Liguori, in a readiness to accomplish 
the Divine will joyfully; it enables one to support pains and 
trials with more patience and resignation. 

VIII. You deprive yourself of an excellent preparation for 
the hour of death. One who daily receives our Lord worthily 
as Viaticum, as it were, is also daily prepared to meet Him as 
Judge. 

IX. You deprive your soul of a new pledge of life eternal, 
and of an increase of heavenly bliss. “He that eateth this bread 
shall live forever!” (John vi. 59.) A new degree of glory in 
heaven, or a more perfect possession of God is scmething infinite 
by its excellence and by its duration, which is eternal. 

X. You likewise deprive your body of healing and sané@tifying 
effeéts, as every Communion blunts the sting of the flesh, en- 
feebles the passion of covetousness and produces holy images in 
the mind (St. Francis of Sales and St. Alphonsus Liguori). 

XI. You deprive your body of a new assurance of a g/ozious 
resurreétion on the last day. The more glorious would it be 
owing to the more frequent reception of the Glorified Christ of 
the Host. “He that eateth My flesh and drinketh My bleod, hath 
everl: sting life, and I will raise him up in the last day” (John vi. 55). . 

XII. You deprive yourself of the opportunity and the merit 
of praéticing obedience in a most excellent manner by complying 
with the desires of Jesus Christ and His Holy Church. In the 
papal decree on daily Communion, we find these words: “Where- 
as, in the Lord’s Prayer, we are bidden to ask for our daily 
bread, the holy fathers of the Church all but unanimously teach 
that by these words must be understood not so much that 
material bread which is the support of the body, as the Eucharistic 
Bread which ought to be our daily food.” Again, “Frequent. 
and daily Communion, as a thing most earnestly desired by 
Christ our Lord and by the Catholic Church.” 

XIII. You deprive yourself of the opportunity and the merit 
of consoling the Sacred Heart of Jesus; of making atonement for 
the sacrileges and indifference of so many persons towards Him 
in the Sacrament of His Love. 
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XIV. You deprive yourself of the occasion and the merit 
of rejoicing the immaculate heart of Mary; of drawing down upon 
yourself her special protection; of offering her Divine Son an 
abode in your heart. 

XV. You deprive yourself of the opportunity and the merit 
of confessing your faith and giving a good example to your 
neighbor. 

XVI. You deprive yourself of the opportunity and the merit 
of assiSting the souls in purgatory in a most efficacious manner, 
by offering Holy Communion for them and imploring assistance 
for them during your thanksgiving, the precious time of grace. 

XVII. You deprive yourself of the opportunity of easily 
gaining many plenary and partial indulgences, granted on days 
of Holy Communion, for instance by saying the prayer, “Look 
down upon me, good and gentle Jesus;” and of those which can 
be gained by one’s belonging to various confraternities, etc. 

XVIII. You deprive yourself of the opportunity and the merit 
of praying after Holy Communion, in a most efficacious manner 
for your relatives, for the needs of Holy Church, for the conversion 
of sinners, for the sick and dying. 

XIX. You deprive yourself of the opportunity and the merit 
of assisting at Mass, as Holy Communion is usually received 
during the holy Sacrifice or immediately afterward. The spirit- 
ual treasures lost by neglecting to assist at the Sacrifice of the 
Mass can never be expressed by human words. 

XX. You deprive yourself of the opportunity and the merit 
of gaining countless little viétories over self, such as, rising some- 
what earlier, remaining fasting, going to church and bringing the 
sacrifices connected therewith, as inclemency of the weather, un- 
comfortable position of the body; of struggling to avoid distrac- 
tions, of endeavoring to make fervent acts of devotion before and 
after Holy Communion, despite interior repugnance and dryness 
of spirit, conquering human resped¢t, etc. 


St. Francis of Sales Regarding Holy Communion. 


St. Francis of Sales was accustomed to say that the sacra- 
ments of penance and Holy Eucharist are, figuratively speaking, 
the two poles of Christian life. By the former we renounce sin, 
destroy vice and thereby conquer the devil; by the latter — Holy 
Communion — we put on the new man, who is Jesus Christ, in 
order to walk in sanctity and justice and progressing from virtue 
to virtue to climb the mount of perfection. 
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The saint greatly praised the sentiments of St. Bernard, who 
desired his religious to attribute to this life-giving Sacrament 
every victory they gained over their faults, every advance they 
made in virtue, and remarked that it is from the Holy Eucharist 
that we may joyfully draw the waters of grace from the Savior’s 
fountains. 

He says, that those who seek a pretext or excuse from 
abstaining from the frequent reception of the Bread of Angels 
are like the invited guests of whom the Gospel parable speaks, 
who, notwithstanding all their plausible excuses, draw upon 
themselves the irritation and anger of the father of the family. 

“Some,” says the saint, “declare they are not sufficiently 
perfect; how can they become so if they remain away from the 
fountain of all perfection? Others say they are too weak — yet 
here is the Bread of the strong; others plead they are ill— yet here 
is the Divine Physician; others allege they are unworthy — but 
does not Holy Church place upon the lips of the holiest the 
words: ‘O Lord, I am not worthy that Thou shouldst enter under 
my roof’? Others say they are overburdened with cares — yet is 
this not He who said, ‘Come to Me all you that labor and are 
burdened and I will refresh you’? Some say they fear lest they 
receive this Sacrament to their condemnation, — but must they 
not really fear perdition just because they do not receive It? 
Others say they remain away out of humility, — but this is fre- 
quently a false humility like that of Achaz, who opposed God’s 
honor, under the pretext that he feared to tempt His Majesty. 
How can we learn to receive our Lord well except by receiving 
Him often, just as we learn to do a thing more perfectly by its 
frequent repetition.” 


Some Remarkable Pictures of the Guardian Angel. 


One night before retiring, a pious youth prayed earnestly to 
his guardian angel to imprint deeply in his heart the wonderful 
effe@s of Holy Communion. Occupied with these thoughts he 
fell asleep, and behold, the angel granted his petition. Suddenly 
he Stood before the youth clothed in radiant garments. His 
countenance was soft and fair as the most delicate cloud of a 
summer sky, his blue girdle ornamented with gold hung gracefully 
at his side, and the beautiful sandals on his feet sparkled and 
glittered. He came floating downwards, placed his hand upon 
that of the youth and they were instantly transported to the altar 
rail in a strange church. 
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Pointing to a picture on the rail, the angel said, “There is 
the answer to your question as to the graces imparted in Holy 
Communion. Read the first inscription: “Holy Communion unites 
us most intimately with Jesus Christ.” The center of the picture 
represented our Lord bending over a soul, symbolized by a virgin, 
that knelt before Him. Her hands were folded, and her head 
almost concealed in the bosom of our Lord. Our Savior, as 
though urged by burning love, pressed toward her, inclined His 
sacred head over her, placed His left hand on her shoulder, and 
with His right hand clasped her to His bosom. Angels approached, 
one bringing the rose of love, another the lily of purity, and a 
third a whole wreath of virtues which he placed on the virgin’s 
brow. The angels were beautiful, and the youth, deeply affeded 
by the sight of the picture, exclaimed in a rapture of delight: 
“Ah, my God, that I could thus love and embrace Thee!” 

“You can,” replied the angel, “in reality, you do so when 
you receive Holy Communion.” 

Then he directed the youth’s attention to another picture. 
On the left of the picture was a timber with a dense growth of 
briers and thorns. In the midst of this thicket was a soul entangled 
by the briers; her garments were torn, her shoulders wounded 
and bleeding. Powerless to extricate herself, she dropped her 
arms and stood in an attitude of discouragement. Then our 
Divine Savior came quickly toward her, gently took her hand 
and raised her up. She was immediately filled with new courage; 
she arose and endeavored to break away the thorns with the 
hand that was free. Angels assisted her in the painful task and 
poured oil over her wounded shoulders. 

“I understand this picture,” said the youth. “My evil inclina- 
tions and propensities are the briers and thorns and they have 
made me negligent and careless. Come, Thou, O Lord, deliver 
me from my weakness, from my venial sins, and give me the 
will and strength to do good.” 

Now the angel led him to the third picture. This represented 
mortal sin. Ferocious enemies pounced upon the helpless soul: 
a lion that savagely showed his teeth, a panther that came 
Stealthily sneaking through the brushes crouched down and seemed 
ready to leap upon his victim. And there was a short, stout, 
ugly dwarf, who was whirling a heavy lance, ready to thrust it 
forcibly into the heart of the poor, defenseless soul. The soul 
then prayed and at once our Lord stood beside her. His left 
hand raised to protect her, and His right extended as though to 
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repel the monsters, while from His lustrous eyes beamed rays of 
heavenly brightness. Terrified at sight of the Lord, the lion 
roared and took flight; the panther blinded by the dazzling light, 
sneaked away; the dwarf who was about to thrust his fatal lance, 
reeled and fell to the ground as though struck by lightning. 

“What is the meaning of that?” asked the frightened youth. 

“Holy Communion preserves from mortal sin,” replied the 
angel briefly. 

“O Lord, preserve me, too! Alas, what dreadful enemies 
are menacing my soul! Lord, save me from mortal sin.” 

The angel now led his protegé to the fourth and last picture. 
There was a grave, but at the same instant the tombstone broke 
and fell to the ground and the mound was opened. Our Lord 
then descended from heaven, and, beautifully clad, the soul 
emerged from the depths of the earth. Our Savior took her by 
the hand, raised her up and looked at her with infinite love. 
New life flowed forth from His vivifying gaze. At one side Death 
was taking flight end the winding-sheet flapped about the dry 
skeleton. He turned his sightless eyes away from the light that 
radiated from our Savior, and seizing a piece of his shroud with 
both hands, held it before his face as if to avert the light; but all 
in vain, he fell to the ground, became dust and was blown away 
by the wind. 

“Holy Communion is the pledge of a glorious resurrection, 
of life eternal,” said the angel, and vanished. 

“O Jesus, pledge of life everlasting, of a glorious resurrection, 
assist me, comfort me in all dangers and tribulations of this 
earthly pilgrimage; do not abandon me in life or death.” 

Thus prayed the youth — and awoke, and with holy fervor 
received his Lord and God the following morning. 


OO OOOO 


A Legend of the Midnight Mass. 





y—~74, AR from the beaten path of travel in the forests 
of Northern Germany may be seen the ruins of a 
once noble Benedidiine monastery. The wind sighs 

Ji, through the pines that guard the overgrown paths, 
Biceremaeee’) and the walls of the old cloister are half hidden 
by heavy vines. It is of special interest to the humble forest-folk, 
and the woodcutters and farmers of the surrounding region tell 
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of deeds of charity and of high sanctity which tradition has as- 
sociated with the ruined home of the good monks. Here is one 
of the legends they love to tell at Christmas time. 

In the days when the sound of the monastery bell rang 
through the forest and across the winter-bound fields to call the 
faithful to the midnight Mass, it was the custom of the religious 
to arrange a tableau of the Cave of Bethlehem, — two holy 
brothers personating our Blessed Mother and St. Joseph, while 
an infant carved of wood served as the Christ-Child; and just 
as the Gloria was intoned the curtain over the high altar was 
drawn and the motionless group revealed. 

One Christmas Eve, so the story runs, the monks had all 
sought their cells to rest before the bell should summon them 
to the abbey church. All was still, yet even though their eyes were 
closed in slumber their hearts watched. In one of the cold cells 
knelt Brother Alban, young in years but old in God’s measure- 
ment of time. He was to impersonate the Blessed Mother of the 
Divine Child, as he had done for several years; his delicate fea- 
tures and gentle expression making him especially fitted for the 
part. Alban had dedicated his young life to Mary, and his prayers 
to her were those of a loving child to an indulgent mother. 

This Christmas Eve his heart was filled with love and long- 
ing, and his one wish was that at some time he might hold the 
real Christ-Child. Suddenly his cell was filled with light, and the 
Blessed Virgin stood before him; and, as if in answer to his 
thoughts, she said in a voice of heavenly sweetness, “Thy wish 
is fulfilled, Alban. Take leave of the world and come to heaven.” 

Trembling with joy at the vision, Alban replied: “O Mistress 
of my soul, what sayest thou? I am indeed ready, but who will 
take my place at midnight Mass?” Again she spoke: “Alban, I 
myself will do it.” Simple as a child, the Brother said: “What 
a blessed privilege for this monastery! But will they not miss 
thee in heaven?” And she answered: “Thou shalt take my place 
till | return. When heaven and earth begin the celebration of 
the birthday of my Son, and when He shows Himself to the 
blessed in heaven as a child in memory of His Incarnation, thou 
shalt hold Him in thine arms.” Mary made the sign of the 
cross on his forehead and Alban was dead. 

In the corridor, a brother stopped at each door and said 
“‘Benedicite!”’ to call the sleeping household; and at Brother 
Alban’s cell he thought he heard sweet music. At twelve o’clock 
the Mass began. As the abbot intoned the Gloria, the curtain 
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was drawn, and, as all eyes turned to the tableau, a murmur of 
admiration ran through the church and a holy awe thrilled every 
heart. Brother Trudpert, who had modelled his life after that of 
the dear foster-father of our Lord, knelt motionless — a perfect 
St. Joseph. But every eye was turned on the Blessed Virgin, 
radiant, beautiful; all dignity, yet full of sweetness. Never before 
had the worshipers seen anything so heavenly, and the assembly 
seemed breathless; while the religious could hardly sing the Gloria, 
they were so overcome with the wonderful beauty of the Mother 
of God. 

The Mass went on and never had there been such fervor. 
Brother Trudpert rose in order to unrobe before taking his place 
in the choir. As he passed our Lady, he heard her sweet voice 
saying: “Trudpert, thou dost not look at me!” The humble 
brother raised his eyes and saw, not Alban, but an exalted, 
heavenly vision of sublime beauty. Trudpert fell on his knees 
in silent rapture. “Why dost thou not greet me, Trudpert?” 
And the only words that came to his lips were, “Hail, Mary!’ 
Then with a smile, our Blessed Lady said: “Always remember 
that thou wert with me at the Crib.” And the vision vanished. 
Trudpert was in an ecstacy at that midnight Mass, and trembled 
with joy as he received Holy Communion. 

Mass over, Brother Trudpert returned to his cell, and he had 
hardly reached it when the abbot and several of the monks en- 
tered. The abbot exclaimed: “Brother Trudpert, that was not 
Alban. Who was it?” — “Rejoice and praise God with me!” 
exclaimed the silent brother. “It was the Mother of God herself 
who deigned to come to us. I am threefold blessed: I was in 
her holy company.” At that moment a brother announced: 
“Brother Alban is dead and cold, — he has heen dead for hours!” 

There was no longer any doubt of the vision, and great were 
the joy and gratitude of the religious, who became noted for 
sandiity of life. Brother Trudpert kept perpetual silence regarding 
this his privileged experience, and learned in a vision of Brother 
Alban’s apparition on that blessed Christmas Eve. On his death- 
bed he told all to the abbot, and it was recorded in the chronicles 
of the monastery. 

Now the cloister is in ruins, and somewhere hidden under 
the fallen walls is the wooden image that our Blessed Mother 
held; and every Christmas Eve the people gather about the hal- 
lowed ruins, hoping that some light or strain of heavenly music 
may reveal where the treasure lies hidden. 

M. P. M. shall comply. 












Se’ but it remained for St. Francis of Assisi to popularize 
We ) it and to give it the tangible form in which it is known 

9), at the present time. St. Francis visited Rome in 1223, 
eet} and after having related to the Sovereign Pontiff his 
long-cherished desire to contrive a scenic representation of the place 
of the Nativity, the Pope gladly sanctioned his project. Leaving Rome, 
St. Francis arrived at Greccio on Christmas Eve, when, through the 
aid of a friend he constructed a crib and grouped around it figures 
of the Blessed Virgin and St. Joseph, the ass, the ox, and the shepherds 
who came to adore the new-born Savior. 

In his deep humility, St. Francis had never consented to be raised 
to the dignity of the priesthood, but he was a deacon, and as such 
took part in that memorable midnight Mass. The legend relates that 
having sung the words of the Gospel, “and they laid Him in a man- 
ger,” the saint knelt to meditate briefly on the sublime mystery of the 
Incarnation and .there appeared in his arms a child surrounded by 
a brilliant light. The fervor of his own soul found expression in a 
touching sermon which caused the hearts of his hearers to burn with 
love for their Infant God. 

What the loving heart of St. Francis planned and executed that 
night at Greccio has become part of the Church’s heritage. Yearly, 
from the eve of Christmas until the day of the octave of Epiphany, a 
crib representing the birthplace of Christ is shown in every Catholic 
church in order to remind the faithful of the mystery of the Incarnation. 














Tabernacle and Purgatory. 185 


Imelda the Martyr, and Gilberta the Sister of 
Perpetual Adoration. 





AIN in -Paris, a desolating, hopeless kind of rain 
in November, warm murky weather and the fog 
} enveloping everything. Two little figures are mak- 
| ing their way down the mud be-spattered pavement, 
marching along with resolute will, and firm purpose, 
in spite of the distracting atmosphere and incessant torrents. On 
they go bravely and with intrepid courage, the elder girl holding 
the little one by the hand, with a firm, protecting grasp of moth- 
erliness. Imelda and Gilberta de la Croise were orphans, the chil- 
dren of a professional man who died insolvent, and had to leave 
his two motherless girls in the care of some distant relatives, rich 
Parisian inn-keepers, but utterly without religion. Jean and Stéph- 
anie Vaugére had given a promise never to interfere with the 
faith of these little ones, so they were permitted to attend Mass 
and to go to a Convent school. They were never neglectful of 
the children, or unkind, but it was a sad atmosphere in which 
they existed, their surroundings were bare and desolate with re- 
gard to their highest interests; blasphemies, oaths, and coarse jests 
were frequent at the inn, and often came within sound of the 
little girls’ hearing. 

Imelda was ten, Gilberta only seven, and when her mother 
died two years before, the elder child had solemnly promised 
ever to be a mother to the younger, and to care for the preser- 
vation of her holy faith. The Good Shepherd had specially chosen 
Imelda to follow Him closely in the way of the cross. 

Long ago, the mother whom God had taken to Himself, had 
shown her little daughter a beautiful picture. It was a represen- 
tation of our Divine Lord carrying His cross, followed by a crowd 
of people, to whom He was distributing a variety of crosses to 
be borne after Him; some were very small and light, others 
glowed with fiery flames, some were jewelled, some studded with 
thorns, but there were a few of great weight that could scarcely 
be lifted at all, and these the Divine Master gave to those near- 
es to Himself in the great throng, and as they painfully and 
wearily dragged onwards, drops of blood bedewing their path, 
they kept quite close to Him, and never turned their eyes away 
from His beautiful and suffering face. To this there was a com- 
panion picture of the rewards at the end of the journey, and 
crowns and thrones of dazzling radiance very close to the throne 
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of their Divine Lord were alloted to those who had borne the 
heaviest crosses. 

When Imelda had looked at both pictures, she always said, 
“O mother, I would like a large cross, if only I could keep so 
near to my Divine Lord.” And the Savior had heard her prayer 
and granted it. The child had a beautiful countenance, olive in 
hue and finely chiselled, large, lustrous, dark eyes, which looked 
like lamps of purity and beacons of love, and withal a serious, 
grave expression, that was beyond her years; the shadow of the 


snare that was almost beyond her strength, rested upon her sweet 
ace. 
Gilberta Wore a Gayer Aspect. 


Little Gilberta wore a gayer aspect altogether, and was wholly 
different in appearance to her sister. She was a round, plump, 
fair little girl, all smiles and dimples, with flaxen hair, and eyes 
of cerulean blue, a pink color, and baby lips of ruby red, parted 
with a questioning, eager look. She simply adored her elder 
sister, and blindly followed her will in all things, her one and only 
fear being separation from Imelda. 

Imelda was now preparing for her First Communion, which 
was to take place a few days after the Christmas festival, on the 
feast of the Holy Innocents. Of course the little one must always 
accompany her to the convent, and listen to the instruction of the 
good nuns. Gilberta would sit very quietly on these occasions, 
her dimpled hands folded, and her bright eyes fixed on the speak- 
er; how much she carried away within her little mind, was to be 
manifested later on in a very startling way. 

They reached the convent at last; it was in the environs of the 
city, and half-an-hour’s good walk from the locality in which they 
lived. The Sisters dried their drenched garments, and gave them 
some hot coffee before a beautiful glowing fire, before the instruc- 
tions began. Sister Mechtilde spoke very sweetly, very plainly 
of the consoling doctrine of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament, and 
she spoke in such a way that even a child might understand. 
“Jesus our great and good God came down on earth to be our 
Savior, and bring eternal life to all who believe in Him,” she 
said, simply. 

Sister Mechtilde’s Instructions. 


“He was the Son of Mary, and became a little child first, 
then grew up on earth amongst us, and died a cruel death on 
the cross, that we might be saved from evil, and eternal death 
through His merits. But He wished to stay with us always, just 
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like a loving father amongst his children, or a brave general fight- 
ing at the head of his soldiers, leading them on to victory, so 
when He went up into heaven, to make us a beautiful home 
there, He left a wonderful Sacrament, by means of which we 
might always enjoy His dear Presence; for the Blessed Sacrament 
is Jesus Himself under the appearance of bread, in the Host 
which the priest has consecrated, that is, when the priest says 
the holy words which Jesus used at the Last Supper with His 
disciples, the little white Host is no longer the bread which it 
seems to be, but the true and living Body of our Jesus. It is the 
sweet, holy Child of the Crib, the little boy Jesus, working with 
Saint Joseph in Nazareth, the Jesus of the Passion, the risen Jesus, 
Jesus Glorious in Heaven, God and Man, present on our altars, 
showing His excessive love towards us all. We are too sinful to 
bear the sight of His glory and beauty now, so He comes to us in 
a way which can awaken no fear, but only love, for His sweet 
humility. 

“Dear little one, you are going to prepare for a First Com- 
munion, only think what that means. You are very weak, you 
cannot fight the battle of life alone, you want Jesus within you, 
that He may Himself accomplish that which you are too weak to 
do; so when you go to Holy Communion, you receive upon your 
lips, and into your heart, Jesus Christ your dearest Lord; into 
your body and into your soul you welcome the Son of God. 
Jesus, the Bread of Life, comes to feed and nourish your soul. 
If a little child get no food it will die of hunger; if we do not feed 
upon Jesus our souls will die for ever, and we shall never reach 
our beautiful home in heaven.” Sister Mechtilde talked on, il- 
lustrating her teaching with many pleasant, bright stories, and 
the little ones carried away so much faith in their hearts they 
quite forgot the dreary wet weather. 

Weeks passed on, and it was the eve of that wonderful 
morning of First Communion. The curé gathered the children 
in a sweet little church not far from the convent, he was walking 
up and down amongst them, speaking kind and loving words 
of fatherly encouragement, and pointing them to the Lamb of 
God, with whom they -would be so specially united upon the 
morrow. Father Michael was a striking-looking man, tall and 
broad, with a dignity and simplicity all his own; he had long 
white hair, clear dark eyes, and fine features, and his fervor, good- 
ness, and charity were quite proverbial; children especially loved 
and confided in him, and their attention was riveted now, as he 
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spoke a few earnest words to each one individually, that he might 
prepare them for the greatest event of their lives. He rested 
his white hand on Gilberta’s fair curls, while he spoke a few 
words to Imelda. 

“Try to adorn and ornament your little heart,” he said, “for 
the coming of the Kiag. You can do so best by prayer. Think 
a great deal of your loving Jesus, and think what you can cffer 
Him to-morrow in memory of those Holy Innocents who laid 
down their infant lives for His sake; and in memory of your own 
patron saint, say to your Jesus often, ‘What can I do, dearest 
Lord, to prove my love to you?”” And Imelda looked up with 
drowning eyes, but did not speak one word. She looked Madon- 
na-like in her beauty and childlike purity. The good curé be- 
stowed his blessing with simple fervor, and the children started 
homewards. 

What Would the Morrow Bring? 


What would the morrow bring? What would the offering 
be? A far more costly one was in store than either priest or 
children contemplated. Very early next morning Imelda received 
her Lord, and little Gilberta looked on with awe and reverence, 
lisping childish prayers to St. Imelda and the baby-martyrs of long 
ago. In the afternoon the children were returning to the church 
to pray, but on their way they were surprised and somewhat 
frightened, at the sight of a number of angry-looking people, 
gathering here and there in groups talking noisily. 

“Who are all these naughty people?” queried the little one. 

“Hush, darling! I don’t know,” was the faltering reply. “The 
good God will take care of us;” and Imelda clasped Gilberta’s 
little hand more firmly within her own. As they proceeded on 
their way it became more evident that some sort of disturbance 
was near at hand, for an angry mob of the lowest type seemed to 
be gathering up its numbers for some mischief, but the children 
did not understand it, and their purpose was firmly fixed. They 
found considerable difficulty in reaching the little church, though 
it was in a usually quiet neighborhood, but today people seemed 
everywhere, and people apparently with no good object in view. 

At that hour the church was destitute of worshipers, and the 
little ones made their way up to the altar of the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, and Imelda knelt in wrapt devotion despite the distant 
shouting of angry voices which sounded from without through 
that quiet sanctuary. Kneeling there Imelda offered her life t» the 
Divine Savior, who had sealed His precious blood upon her lips 
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that very day. Gilberta sat by her side, gazing at lights and 
flowers with wondering big blue eyes, sometimes turning to the 
little book of sacred pictures given her by Sister Mechtilde, and 
which she held in her little hands. Louder and nearer came the 
approaching crowd, brawling, rough voices were heard close at 
hand, and before long the little sisters saw the rabble surging 
into the building, raving and blaspheming; for the mob had been 
colleGing in order to sack churches in and around Paris, and 
here, just outside the city, at a time of day when this little church 
was usuaily empty, the work began. 


Quick as Lightning Imelda Flew to the Rescue. 


It was barely two o'clock, those who visited the Blessed 
Sacrament in the afternoon generally came between three and 
six, so these ministers of evil had carefully chosen their hour. 
The mob made its way up to the altar, and one with a hammer 
beat down the fragile golden door of the tabernacle. Quick as 
lightning Imelda flew to the rescue, thinking only of her Divine 
Lord, self was altogether obliterated, even her darling sister was 
forgotten in that supreme moment. She dashed forward with 
superhuman strength and courage, and took possession of the 
ciborium, before anyone was aware of her presence. 

The delicate little maiden held aloft her treasure, and mur- 
mured in accents of love and agony, “My Jesus.” They were 
her last words upon earth, for the furious man with the uplifted 
hammer dealt her a heavy blow, and she fell lifeless on the stone 
pavement before the altar. Little angels of the martyred Innocents 
were gathering around unseen to take home to the Savior’s sweet 
presence another little one martyred for love of Him, to save 
Him from desecration. 

G_ Iberta had followed her sister, but not through the crowd; 
a tiny side passage led to the Angelus belfry and commanded a 
view of the altar through a side archway. She saw Imelda fall, 
she saw the ciborium roughly seized from her hands, and the 
Sacred Hosts trampled under-foot and desecrated, but one Host 
rolled away unperceived in the direction of the archway, and in 
the excitement of the moment no one saw that brave little child 
step forward and reverently lift it in her chubby hands, while her 
blue eyes were overflowing and a burning flush mantled her 
face. Once having taken possession of the Blessed Sacrament she 
flew down the passage to the small ivy-covered turret, and enter- 
ing it, managed, with considerable difficulty, to lock the door 
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behind her. In trying to climb the Stair-case she fell, twisting 
her foot badly, and there she remained in pain and agony for 
several hours, yet still holding the Sacred Host with the utmost 
care and reverence, and repeating with her infant lips all the little 
prayers she knew. 

Meanwhile, other worshipers on their way to the church, had 
discovered the state of affairs, and hurried to the convent and in 
other directions to obtain efficient help. Soon all was confusion, 
but after a time the mob dispersed, the church was cleared as 
far as it could be for the time present, and Imelda’s mortal remains 
removed to the convent. Father Michael had been absent from 
home that afternoon, and did not return until dusk. What ter- 
rible news greeted him! And what a scene of devastation met 
his eyes! Imelda, dead; and little Gilberta was missing. 

Sister Mechtilde had been to her house to make inquiries, 
and found that her aunt knew nothing of the child’s whereabouts. 
She had not returned. A careful search was immediately instituted, 
and they began to fear that Gilberta also must have fallen a 
victim to the angry crowd. The church was carefully investigated 
more than once, but the last place thought of was the turret of 
the Angelus belfry. The door was locked, but tools were quickly 
procured, and the little door forced open. What a spectacle met 
the gaze of priest and nuns as they climbed the stair-case. A 
little child praying aloud, and holding her Lord with the utmost 
reverence. The good curé speedily conveyed the Blessed Sacra- 
ment to a place of safety, while the nuns carried Gilberta to the 
convent. There she was carefully nursed and tended. 

Imelda’s mortal remains were interred close to the church 
with fitting ceremonies, and her death obtained the grace of con- 
version for the relatives with whom she had lived. Gilberta was 
a long time ill, she had endured a terrible strain and received 
a severe shock to her nervous system, but finally she recovered. 

Long years passed after the sacking of the churches on that 
occasion during the octave of the Christmas festival. Gilberta 
had grown from a child into a woman. She vowed her life to 
God and fulfilled the peaceful and fitting vocation of a nun of the 
Perpetual Adoration. For a long time in the little convent, near 
the scene of her sister’s martyrdom, she spent her life in watching 
and praying before that Divine Lord for whom she risked her 
infant life, and the peace of God brooded like the Holy Dove 
over that dwelling where the sisters were working out “more things 
than this world dreams of” by their continuous prayer. 
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A Brave Bishop. 





URING the reign of terror in 1871, the love of the Cardinal 
Archbishop of Rennes for the Most Blessed Sacrament, 
led him to expose his life to imminent peril in order to 

save the Holy Eucharist from profanation. The incident is but 
another illustration of the bravery with which so many men of 
piety and peace have faced a desperate situation. 

The Jesuit College of Marseilles had been seized by the 
Communists and its inmates turned adrift or made prisoners. It 
was the misfortune of the Cardinal (then bishop) to be held in 
a certain kind of captivity by the wild soldiery, who were aiming 
at a subversion of everything lawful or holy. The college itself 
was converted into a barrack, and the chapel exposed to the 
most wanton desecration. The Fathers begged for the privilege 
of visiting it, but received a rude refusal. At last word reached 
Bishop Place that the Holy Eucharist was in danger of insult; 
and, without one thought of danger, he straightway, alone and 
undefended, walked to the chapel door. His dignified and fearless 
appearance so impressed the soldiers who guarded it that they 
gave way without a word. As he approached the altar, one 
soldier recovered sufficiently from his amazement to venture a 
question. 

“What do you wish, Monsieur ?” 

Pi ae of all, a light, my good fellow,” answered the bishop 
soitly. 

The soldier, surprised at himself, lighted one altar candle, then 
another. The bishop was the calmest person present, as befitted 
his sacred errand. He ascended the steps, removed the Blessed 
Sacrament from Its place, and started back towards the door. 
Meanwhile the rude soldiers had been witnessing the scene with 
indescribable feelings. What had impelled this brave man, they 
thought, to risk his life? Into the leader’s heart there came a 
remembrance of other days— of a mother’s counsel and prayers, 
perhaps; of a time, doubtless, when instead of a rough soldier of 
a misguided and insane mob, which trampled upon all things 
dear to the meek and pious, he had been a little lad, with the 
benediction of Holy Church upon his sunny head. 

“Attention!” he called, loudly. The others straightened up, 
prepared, if need be to kill this man of God if their superior 
ordered. “Four men,” he commanded, “to escort the Sacred 
Host! Carry arms!” 
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Four men stepped forward, and walked by the bishop as he 
bore his Burden down the aisle. At the door he turned and 
paused, gave a benediction to as a Strange a crowd as ever knelt 
to receive a blessing; and, as calmly as ever went his way. 


OOOO OS 


One day St. Gertrude asked our Lord how many souls were 
delivered from purgatory by her prayers and those of her sisters. 
“The number,” replied our Lord, “is proportioned to the zeal and 
fervor of those who pray for them.” He added: “My love urges 
me to release a great number of souls for the prayers of each 
religious, and at each verse of the psalms which they recite, | 
release many.” 

When Mass was offered for the deceased Brother Hermann, 
his soul appeared to St. Gertrude all radiant with light, and tran- 
sported with joy. Then Gertrude said to our Lord: “Is this soul 
now entirely freed from its sufferings?” Our Lord answered: “He 
is already free from much suffering, and no human being can form 
an idea of his glory; but he is not yet so perfectly purified as to 
be worthy to enjoy My presence, though he is approaching nearer 
to this purity by the prayers which are offered for him, and is 
more and more consoled and relieved.” 
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We have frequently received letters without full address or 
signature. Often the post office stamp is illegible which leaves 
us in doubt even as to the whereabouts of the writer. REMEM- 
BER we cannot give credit to your subscription nor cancel your 
name from our list without having your full name and address. 
If you change your place of residence do not fail to send both 
OLD and NEW address. 

We must warn our kind readers about sending money in 
coins or bills placed loose in letters, as it is altogether unsafe. 
Many complaints have come to us recently from persons who 
sent their subscriptions to “Tabernacle and Purgatory,” stating 
they received no acknowledgment of the remittance. Frequently 
neither the letters nor money reach us, which shows that these 
letters must have been stolen. Whenever possible, send remit- 
tances by registered letter, P. O. Money Order, Check or Dratt. 

Money Order can easily be procured from your postmaster. 
The fee is only a few cents. 
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READ THIS LIST OF BOOKLETS! 


Among the variety of subjects treated you will certainly notice 
some bearing on your particular devotion, or on a matter about 
which you desire further information. 


Spiritual reading is of momentous importance for Catholics 
who wish to keep their Faith vigorous and their love for our 
Lord active. Even a few sentences read from these booklets at 
chance intervals will elevate the mind and inspire one with 
good and holy thoughts and aspirations. 


64-Page Booklets 


Prayer, the Great Means of Grace. 
6 copies 25 cents; 100 copies $4.00. 
Communion Devotions in Union with Mary. 
Per copy 5 cents; 100 copies $4.00. 
Conformity to the Will of God. 
Magnificence of the Love of God. 
Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus. 
Per copy 5 cents; 100 copies $3.00. 
32-Page Booklets 


Indulgenced Prayers and Aspirations. 
Per copy 5 cents; 100 copies $4.a0. 
Communicate Frequently and Devoutly. 
True Veneration of the Sacred Heart. 
The Fountain of Grace. 
Devotion to Mary. 
Devotion to the Mother of Sorrows. 
Assist the Souls in Purgatory. 
2 copies § cents; 100 copies $2.00. 
16-Page Booklets 
Devotion to the Most Holy Trinity. 
Devotion to the Precious Blood. 
Message of the Sacred Heart. 
Holy Water in the Christian Home. 
3 copies 5 cents; 100 copies $1.50. 
These booklets are obtainable at low prices in large quan- 
tities and deserve wide circulation. 
Send for some and place them in the bookracks of your churches. 


“Tabernacle and Purgatory,”’ Clyde, Mo. 
HE HE HE HE HE HE HE HE HE HE SHE HE HE HE SHE HE SHE HE HE SHE HE SHE HE SH SH 


TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY. 
Published under the direction of Rev. P. Lukas, O.S.B., at the Bene- 
dictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Mo. 


Issued in English and in German, eight times a year, viz., May, June, August, 
October, November, January, February and March. 


Subscription Price, per year 50 cents 
For Canada, Ireland and England 60 cents 


Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the po&t office at 
Clyde, Missouri, under the A& of Congress of March 3, 1897. 








YOU ARE JUDGED 


By the PICTURES 
in Your Home. 


If they are religious subjects, you 
are considered devout; if they are 
artistic you are regarded as cultured. 


Our pictures are both devotional 
and artistic. Nothing better on the 
market at the same moderate price. 


God’s Blessing 


will hover over the home adorned 
with devotion-inspiring pictures. 


Select from our list. 


Ready for framing. 


The Last Supper 21 x 34 in. $0.50 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, full figure, 18 x 28” 
Sacred Heart of Jesus, bust, 16x 22” 
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Death of St. Joseph 16x 25” 
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To realize the beauty of our 


Fine Photo-tone Pictures 
it is only necessary for you to secure one. They have 
an impressive dignity not to be compared with most 
popular pictures now in vogue. 
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